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R 1 G H r HONOURABLE 


JOHN  B O Y D E L L, 

LORD  MAYOR  OF  THE  CITY  OF  LONDON, 


THIS  POEM  IS  INSCRIBED, 


B Y ' H I S OBEDIENT, 


HUMBLE  SERVANT, 


It'D  TV?  JER  NING  HAM, 


ADVERTISEMENT, 


H E following  Poem  does  not  pafs  any 
A judgment  upon  the  Pictures  that  are  now 
exhibited  in  the  Gallery;  but  attempts  to  point 
out  new  fubjedts  for  future  exhibitions  : And, 
in  the  delineation  of  new  fubjedts,  attention  is 
paid  to  the  principle  laid  down  by  our  great 
Painter,  (in  his  notes  to  the  tranflation  of  Fref- 
noy  by  Mr.  Mason)  That  palpable  fituation 
is  preferable  to  curious  fentiment,  as  the  Pain-^ 
ter  fpeaks  to  the  eye.’^ 

The  encouragement  that  is  now  fo  liberally 
extended  to  Painting,  will  foon  decide  the  quef- 

tion. 


ADVERTISEMENT, 


tion,  Whether  or  no  our  Painters  are  adequate  to 
the  talk  they  are  called  upon  to  perform.  Mack- 
lin’s  exhibition  is  alfo  a fplendid  and  arduous 
undertaking-^  It  is  another  Lyceum,  in  which 
rival  Artifts  may  contend  for  fame  and  emolu- 
menr. 


SHAKSPEARE 


o’ 

SHAKSPEARE  GALLERY, 


A S mus’d  the  Prophet  near  mild  Chebar’s  ftream 
^ And  pray’d  his  God  to  dart  th’  enlight’ning  gleam, 

Abrupt-defcending  from  his  airy  height, 

A form  angelic  rufh’d  upon  his  fight ! fCl 

With  fmiling  lip  he  cheer’d  the  hallow’d  Sire, 

And  bad  his  foul  to  Heav’n’s  beft  gift  afpire  : 

Then,  with  ftrong  hand,  he  grafp’d  his  filver  hair, 

And  fwift  convey’d  him  thro’  the  yielding  air, 

Along  th’  unwinged  region  of  the  fky. 

The  dread,  myfterious,  deep  abyfs  on  high. 

« EZEKIEL,  Chap.  8th. 
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There  Infpiration  her  bright  cloud  withdrew, 

And  pour’d  her  vihons  on  his  daring  view  : 

Then  on  his  rapture-kindled  eye  arofe 
Thofe  forms  of  fplendor,  thofe  terrific  fhows, 
With  which  he  peopled  his  celeftial  dream, 

And  fwell’d  his  proud  magnificence  of  theme. 

To  England’s  Leading  Bard  thus  Genius  came, 
Envelop’d  in  a robe  of  holy  flame, 

And  bore  him,  with  a whirlwind’s  rapid  force. 
Beyond  the  folar  road,  and  fl:arry  courfe  ; 

From  which  far  tow’ring  and  tremendous  height 
(While  now  he  hovers  with  fufpended  flight) 

The  Poet  view’d,  as  on  a fpacious  plain. 

Of  human  paffions  the  long  fliadowy  train  : 

As  flings  the  noon-fun  his  clear  beams  from  high. 
On  the  dim  tribes  he  darts  his  radiant  eye. 

’Twas  then  the  favor’d  Bard  receiv’d  the  lore, 
(Whofe  myftic  veil  was  ne’er  remov’d  before) 
That  revelation  to  his  inftind:  giv’n, 

That  ray  from  God,  the  energy  of  Heaven » 


To 
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To  his  illumin’d  fight  was  then  confign’d 
The  deep  recedes  of  the  Human  Mind ; 

The  ever- varying  path  of  tortuous  Artj 
And  the  dark  pafTage  to  the  Tyrant’s  heart ; 

Th’  umbrageous  winding  of  the  thorny  road, 

That  leads  to  quick-ey’d  Jealoufy’s  abode  ; 

The  gath’ring  ftorms  that  o’er  Refentment  roll ; 

The  fwelling  waves  that  tofs  the  fearful  foul ; 

The  calm  that  breathes  around  the  Infant’s  reft, 

The  rugged  cavern  of  the  Murd’rer’s  bread  ; 

The  dread  materials  by  the  Furies  brought, 

With  which  are  forg’d  Defpair’s  tempeftuous  thought 
The  fliaft,  that,  mingling  pleafure  with  the  pain, 
Bathes  in  the  blood  that  warms  the  Lover’s  vein. 

Oh  Thou  ! th’  Imperial  Genius  of  our  land  ! 
Take  a frefh  garland  from  thy  country’s  hand  ; 
Triumphs  unknown  fhe  haftens  to  proclaim, 

And  damp  a new-born  era  on  thy  fame  I 
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Too  long,  as  with  the  iron  power  of  Fate, 

Hath  Cuftom  bolted  the  Hiftoric  Gate  ; 

Enlighten’d  Boydell  burfts  th’  oppohng  bar, 

On  their  rude  hinge  the  pond’rous  portals  jar ; 

While  the  rapt  Arts  falute,  with  loud  acelaim, 

This  rich  accelTion  to  their  riling  name. 

Genius  of  Painting  ! thy  bright  car  afcend. 

Bid  glowing  Energy  thy  fteps  attend, 

Triumphant  ride  thro’  th’  unrifled  land, 

And  feize  thy  plunder  with  vidorious  hand. 

Thou  too,  who  favor’d  the  Promethean  toil, 

Genius  of  Sculpture!  fhare  the  facred  fpoil  ! 

Let  Fancy  lift  thy  blazing  urn  on  high, 

Whofe  flame  thv  bold  hand  ravifh’d  from  the  fhv  ; 

And  on  its  lide,  with  dow’rets  breathing  round, 

Let  the  immortal  name  of  Banks  be  found 

Oft  have  wx  heard  the  pure  of  taflie  complain 
Of  mavvkilh  Portraiture’s  eternal  reign 

* Sec  the  alto-relievo  in  the  front  of  the  gallery,  which  does  honor  to  modern  Statuary. 

Of 


of  exhibitions  which  the  art  difgrace, 

And  pall  the  eye  with  many  a vacant  face. 

Let  Miniature  ere<Sl  her  fairy  fchool, 

And  ’mid  her  gewgaws  unmolefted  rule ; 

Let  her  bright  dome  each  pleas’d  NarcilTus  feek 
To  her  let  Beauty  hold  her  fummer  cheek  ! 

In  fond  alluhon  to  the  month  of  May, 

Let  her  the  youthful  bride’s  gay  form  difplay 
Let  her  delineate,  on  her  iv’ry  plane. 

The  nuptial  limper  of  the  happy  fwain  ! 

From  thefe  we  turn  to  fcenes  of  higher  aim. 
Where  Eagle-Genius  foars  to  nobler  game  ; 
Where  Fancy,  Reafon,  Tade,  in  one  conjoin’d 
Unfold  the  workings  of  th’  impalTion’d  mind. 
Now  to  the  laurell’d,  academic  band. 

To  ev’ry  artift’s  emulative  hand, 

Munificence  upholds  her  facred  prize. 

And  bids  the  daring  reach  it  from  the  fkies. 

While  Expedlation  lifts  the  thought  on  high,. 
Methinks  I view,  with  a prophetic  eye,^ 


In  folemn  Hate  afcend  that  fplendid  Dome, 

Where  the  proud  Arts  fhall  find  an  equal  home ; 

Where,  at  the  opening  of  fome  glorious  day, 

The  Englifli  mind  its  treafures  fhall  difplay; 

While  they,  whofe  tafte  is  fway’d  by  Rigor’s  rule, 

Shall  mark  the  wonders  of  the  Albion  School 

If  time  fhou’d  e’er  obliterate  the  gold 
Of  Sh  akspeare’s  language,  cafl:  in  Vigor’s  mould, 

Here  fhall,  invefted  in  their  various  guife. 

The  throng  of  his  departed  Forms  arife ! 

The  fplendid  forms  his  mind  luxuriant  drew. 

The  bold  creations  he  held  forth  to  view. 

As  from  their  grave  fhall  burfl:  the  num’rous  hoft, 

And  on  thefe  walls  a new  exiftence  boafi;. 

Here  fliall  be  feen,  in  all  its  charms  array’d, 

Th’  imprefiiv^e  figure  of  Verona’s  maid  •f'  : 

Clos’d  in  the  dreary  vault  where  fleep  the  dead, 
Wrapp’d  in  the  night-drefs  of  the  fun’ral  bed, 

* Another  gallery  is  to  be  ereded,  for  the  purpofe  of  receiving  the  whole  cqlledion,  when 
■completed. 
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She  breaks  abruptly  from  her  iron  trance, 

And  fends  around  a terror-rolling  glance : 

A mournful,  folitary  lamp  fhall  throw 
A hckly  glimm’ring  o’er  the  houfe  of  woe, 

And  fhall  the  wretched  Paris  give  to  view, 
Stretch’d  on  the  ground,  with  mien  of  ghaftly  hue : 
Then  fhall  a deeper  fpedtacle  difplay. 

And  hang  o’er  Romeo  with  reludlant  ray, 

Difclohng  his  wan  lips,  devoid  of  breath. 

And  faint-ros’d  cheek,  ftill  beautiful  in  death : 

Then  fhall  the  beam,  with  weaken’d  effort,  fhed 
A fading  glory  on  the  Friar’s  head. 

She  too  fhall  ornament  the  pi(5lur’d  fcene. 

The  deftin’d  vidtim  of  Italian  fpleen  * : 

See  the  bafe  wretch  perform  his  treach’rous  part. 
With  all  the  fubtlety  of  finifh’d  art ! 

Behold  him  bending  o’er  the  fleeping  maid. 

Her  holy  form  to  his  refearch  betray’d  ! 


Eage? 
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Eager  fome  fecret  notice  to  retail, 

With  rav’nous  aim  he  lifts  the  {lender  veil, 

And  leering  marks,  by  Nature’s  hand  impreft. 

The  mole  cinque-fpotted  on  her'fnowy  bread ; 
Whofe  fcatter’d  drops  to  the  rapt  eye  excel 
The  crimfon  fpots  within  the  co whip’s  bell. 

Here  too,  as  patient  as  the  meek-ey’d  dove. 
Shall  hand  the  maid  who  “ never  told  her  love  ^ 
Who,  to  her  coy  and  fearful  bofom  true, 

(As  th’  unfeen  worm,  that  pales  the  bloflbm’s  hue) 
Still  let  concealment  on  her  beauty  prey. 

Like  fnow  diffolving  hlently  away. 

Beneath  the  roof  of  a monadic  pile. 

Thro’  the  recedes  of  the  length’ning  ide, 

A monument  fhall  drike  the  mournful  eye. 

An  imag’d  Pity  fhall  dand  drooping  nigh, 

And  (where  the  lov’d,  lamented  afhes  deep) 
Unrufded  Patience  her  long  vigil  keep. 


• VIOLA. 


Now, 


Now,  at  the  magic  Painter’s  wild  command, 

Girt  with  the  fea,  afcends  th’  Enchanted  Land  I 
There  flands  Simplicity’s  endearing  child 
That  artlefs  Maid  ! the  llow’ret  of  the  wild  I 
Behde  the  margin  of  the  wave- vex’d  fhore. 

While  all  around  confliding  thunders  roar. 

With  unbound  treffes,  flutt’ring  to  the  wind, 

Her  eye  expreflive  of  her  tortur’d  mind. 

She  views  the  veflel,  by  the  furges  toft. 

Now  fecn — now  loft — now  found — now  once  more  loft  : 
Till,  madly  rufliing  on  the  pointed  rock. 

Its  bofom  riven  with  the  forceful  fhock. 

Beyond  the  ftretch  of  naval  art  to  fave, 

Down,  down,  it  hurries  to  the  watery  grave  I 

Now  Prospero  comes,  with  magic  arts  endu’d. 

His  fable  garb  with  hieroglyphics  ftrew’d  ; 

Long  care,  long  ftudy,  folitude  profound. 

Has  deepen’d  on  his  brow  reflexion’s  wound  ; 


* MIRANDA. 
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His  long-defcending  hair,  o’erblanc’d  with  age. 
Becomes  the  Sorc’rer,  and  adorns  the  Sage  ; 

Ah ! view  him  at  that  dread,  momentous  hour. 
While  he  abjures  his  necromantic  pow’r  ! 

Within  the  ring  of  Incantation’s  ground, 

Elves,  Fairies,  Spirits,  Demons,  flock  around  : 
Beneath  his  foot  behold  the  potent  wand. 
Doom’d  ne’er  again  to  grace  his  lifted  hand  1 
Behold  the  volume,  which  (with  myft’ry  fraught) 
Predeflination’s  darkling  edicfls  taught. 

And  breath’d  its  folemn  whifpers  on  the  mind, 
With  dufl:  o’erfpread,  and  to  negled;  conflgn’d  ! 
Yet  then  the  diftant  fcenery  imparts 
A dire  remembrance  of  his  former  arts : 

The  bright  fun  fading  in  his  full  career. 

The  wild  ftars  madly  ftarting  from  their  fphere, 
The  fl;orm-en cumber’d  Iky,  the  fwelling  main, 
Th’  uprooted  cedars  flretching  o’er  the  plain. 
The  mountain  loofen’d  by  convulflve  throe. 

With  ruin  rufhing  to  the  vale  below. 
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And  the  pale  wretch,  reverfing  Nature’s  doom, 

Abruptly  rifing  from  the  rifted  tomb  ! 

What  glowing  Artift  with  bold  hand  fhall  claim 
To  draw,  oh  Ariel  ! thy  refplendent  frame  ? 

Thou  trickfy  Spirit  with  benignant  fmile,  - 
Thou  playful  meteor  of  th’  Enchanted  Ifle ! 

Not  like  a fea-nymph,  rob’d  in  fickly  green. 

With  dappled  wings,  as  on  the  Stage  thou’rt  feen, 

A gay  tranfparency  fhalt  thou  appear, 

Thy  form  celeftial  melting  into  air. 

With  foot  light-touching  fome  fantaftic  height. 

Prompt  to  depart,  and  ftretching  to  thy  flight. 

Yet,  ere  we  fail  from  this  Enchanted  Ifle, 

Let  other  fcenes  our  ling’ring  fteps  beguile  : 

There  ftands  Anthonio,  the  fuggefting  fiend, 

And  half  reveals  his  purpofe  to  his  friend  ; 

His  bofom  fwells,  his  madd’ning  eye-balls  roll, 

And  fhew  the  workings  of  his  inmoft  foul. 

C 2 All 
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All  that  his  lawlefs,  wild  conceptions  dare, 

In  various  forms  hang  hov’ring  in  the  air  : 

A fword  frefh- tainted  with  Alonzo’s  blood, 

A fceptre  fwimming  in  a crimfon  flood, 

A crown  with  dazzling  ornaments  o’erfpread, 

And  lightly  floating  o’er  Sebastian’s  head ; 

While,  in  the  diftance,  riflng  o’er  the  bay. 

Imperial  Naples  fhall  her  tow’rs  difplay. 

Lo  ! now,  advancing  on  the  mimic  fcene, 

Comes  forth  to  view  the  fam’d  Egyptian  Queen  ^ ; 
While  anxious  doubts  her  Soldier’s  mind  perplex, 
Behold  her  rife  inftru(flive  to  her  fex ! 

Ah,  not  fuperior  ! for  the  female  heart 
Endures  with  fortitude  the  fuff’ring  part. 

Tow’ring  beyond  the  flight  of  tim’rous  love. 

She  bids  her  Warrior  from  her  fight  remove ; 

She  points  her  finger  to  the  martial  plain. 

Points  to  the  adive  and  the  daring  train  : 

* ANTHONY  AND  CLEOPATRA,  Act  ift,  Scene  3(J,  at  the  end. 
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The  threatening  axes  which  the  Fafces  bear ; 

The  gorgeous  ftreamers  fwelling  to  the  air ; 

Of  bufy  legions  the  thick  murm’ring  fwarms ; 

The  thronging  fhields,  and  high-emblazon’d  arms ; 

Th’  encumbering  elephant,  the  rapid  fteed, 

And  fpoils  of  former  conqueft,  Glory’s  meed ; 

Flufh’d  Conqueft,  riding  in  his  trophied  car, 

And  all  the  dread  magnificence  of  war. 

Now  ftiall  the  fell,  tremendous  acft  be  done, 

The  Thane  * appears  ! — the  warning  clock  ftrikes  One  ! 
His  daring,  wild  imaginings  create 
(Such  the  hot  chaos  of  his  mental  ftate) 

The  air- born  dagger,  and  difplay  to  view 
The  point  obfcene,  diftain’d  with  crimfon  hue. 

Still,  as  we  gaze,  /hall  new  creations  rife, 

And  varying  fceneries  prolong  furprife  : 

Ere  yet  the  iky-lark  leaves  his  lowly  bed. 

Bright  on  the  mift-encircled  mountain’s  head, 


* MACBETH. 
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See  jocund  Day  on  airy  tiptoe  ftand, 


Now,  like  two  lions  litter’d  on  one  day  *, 

Who  range  the  dreary  wilds,  and  fhare  the  prey, 

I fee,  in  dreadful  harmony  combin’d, 

Th’  illuftrious  Pair  who  dignify  mankind  ! 

The  fummer- cloud,  that  dimm’d  their  friendfhip’s  ray, 

The  pafling  fummer-gale  hath  borne  away ; 

Yet  Cassius  then  upbraids  th’  unmanly  grief, 

That  from  the  moral  Porch  claims  no  relief : 

With  low’ring  afpedt,  but  with  tearlefs  eyes, 

The  grief- torn,  inly -bleeding  friend  replies ; 

“ Ah  I not  in  vain  was  I with  Stoics  bred, 

“ For  yet  art  thou  to  learn,  that  Portia’s  dead.” 

The  hair-difhevell’d  Prophetefs  of  Troy  f 
Shall  next  the  Painter’s  hallow’d  hand  employ ; 

* JULIUS  CtESAR,  Aa4th,  Scene  3d. 

+ TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA,  Ad  5th,  Scene  3d. 
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She,  with  bold  Divination’s  meteor-eye, 

Pervades  the  awful  fecrets  of  the  Iky  ; 

The  woes  of  her  lov’d  country  flie  foretels, 

And  on  her  brother’s  death  prolixly  dwells. 

Andromache,  imprefs’d  with  tender  fears, 

At  the  prophetic  ftrain  diffolves  in  tears  ; 

While  Hector’s  fcorn-denouncing  looks  upbraid 
The  vapoury  day-dreams  of  the  wild’ ring  Maid  : 

While  Priam,  bending  at  the  weight  of  age. 

Rever’d,  parental,  patriarchal  Sage  ! 

Half  credits,  half  reje<fl;s,  the  tragic  tale. 

Till  terrors  o’er  his  fading  hopes  prevail. 

Whence  yonder  radiant  form  that  charms  the  eye  ? 

’Tis  Expectation,  riding  thro’  the  fky  ! 

A fword-like  inftrument  fhe  waves  around, 

Enwreath’d  with  coronets,  with  chaplets  bound, 

Prepar’d  for  Henry  and  his  faithful  train. 

Eager  to  urge  the  war  o’er  Gallia’s  plain. 

Behold 
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Behold  the  Legate  from  the  facred  Dome 
In  the  rich  garb  of  facerdotal  Rome  ! — 

■Constance  approaches ! fpurning  at  relief. 

Attir’d  in  all  the  negligence  of  grief : 

In  her  fierce  grafp  fhe  fhews  her  rooted  hair, 

Prefen  ting  well  the  image  of  Defpair ; 

And  feems  to  cry  aloud,  in  accents  wild, 

“ He  talks  to  me,  who  never  had  a child  !” 

Mark  where  the  blood-fed  lamps,  with  crimfon  ray  p, 
d'he  ragged  entrails  of  a cave  difplay  : 

There,  on  a craggy  feat,  the  Wizard’s  throne, 

Sits,  in  rude  pomp,  th’  emaciated  Crone  ; 

She  lifts  a pale  and  wither’d  hand  on  high. 

And  on  the  Phantom  rolls  her  favage  eye, 

Whofe  doubtful  form  confounds  th’  enquiring  fight. 

One  part  reveal’d,  the  other  loft  in  night: 

From  this  abhorr’d  interpreter  of  fate. 

The  Hag  demands  the  future  ftorms  of  ftate, 

♦ KING  JOHN,  A£l  3d,  Scene  4th. 
t HENRY  SIXTH,  Part  II.  Aa  ift,  Scene  4th. 
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When  the  Sixth  Henry,  prince  of  dim  renown, 

Shall  lofe,  what  ill  becomes  him — England’s  crown. 

Ye,  who  to  martial  fame  your  fpirit  yield, 

Who  pant  to  reap  the  honors  of  the  field, 

See  the  Third  Edward, 'from  the  mountain’s  brow, 
Survey,  with  madd’ning  glance,  the  plain  below  : 

He  there  beholds  (by  facred  Glory  won) 

In  Danger’s  van  his  dear  and  godlike  Son  : 

He  views  with  wonder,  and  with  mingled  fear, 

(His  eye-lid  glift’ning  with  Affedlion’s  tear) 

With  pride,  applaufe,  and  with  a Father’s  joy. 

The  firft  achievements  of  th’  immortal  Boy*! 

Lo  I the  Eighth  Henry,  from  his  doubts  releas’d,. 
Devotes  to  infamy  th’  afpiring  Prieft  -f*  : 

The  Monarch  hails  him  as  he  pafies  by. 

With  ruin  leaping  from  his  threat’ ning  eye : 

* HENRY  FIFTH,  A6I  ift.  Scene  2d. 
f HENRY  EIGHTH,  A£l  3d,  Scene  2d. 
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The  Prelate,  ftruck  as  by  the  blafl  of  Death, 

Looks  the  fcath’d  oak  upon  the  naked  heath. 

The  diftant  fcene  fhall  yield  illumin’d  night. 

With  one  flar  falling  from  its  airy  height. 

Thy  emblem,  Wolsey  ! — thou  waft  England’s  ftar, 
And  thy  rich  luftre  dazzled  from  afar ; 

Till  thou  (too  daringl  waft,  by  public  hate, 

Flung  from  the  fplendor  of  thy  tow’ring  ftate. 

With  fearful  fteps  we  now  approach  the  bed, 
Where  Scotland’s  King  reclines  his  weary  head : 
Mark,  mark  the  favage  Thane’s  * more  favage  Wife, 
Who  brandifhes  aloft  the  thirfty  knife  ! 

One  moment — and  the  vidim  is  no  more  ; 

One  moment — and  he  welters  in  his  gore  ! 

When  fudden,  thro’  her  foul’s  encircling  night, 
Flafhes  a glimm’ring  of  a moral  light : 

O’er  the  calm  features  of  the  fteeping  Gueft 
She  fees  her  Father’s  image  full  expreft  f ! 

* MACBETH, 
t A(51  2d,  Scene  2d. 
flept,  I had  don’t.” 
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•Lady  Macbeth,  “ Had  he  not  rcfcmblcd  my  Father  as  he 

’Tis 
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’Tis  Nature’s  miracle  — the  Fiend,  relents, 

Her  alter’d  mien  a hckly  fmile  prefents ; 

Affection  fubjugates  her  lawlefs  foul. 

Her  bofom  heaves,  and  tears  beiyin  to  roll. 

* ^ 

Say,  to  whofe  proud  ambition  fhall  be  giv’n 
A pencil  glowing  with  the  tints  of  Heav’n, 

With  which  the  wild  Enthufiaft  fhall  afpire 
To  body  forth  th’  ecftatic  Mufe  of  Fire 
At  the  gay  opening  of  the  fplendid  fky 
The  Seraph  enters,  with  commanding  eye, 

Fler  radiant  vifitant  Invention  hails. 

And  all  her  wafte  magnificence  reveals : 

A diamond-rock  fuflains  the  gorgeous  Queen, 
That  flings  a brilliance  o’er  th’  expanfive  fcene ; 
The  various  Arts  their  fovereign  Miftrefs  own. 

And  bend  with  low  obeifance  at  her  throne  ; 

* HENRY  FIFTH,  the  Prologue. 

“ O for  a Mufe  of  Fire,  that  would  afcend 
“ The  brighteft  heaven  of  Invention  !” 
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See,  to  the  Mufe  the  Goddefs  holds  a crown, 

Bright  on  whofe  front  is  charader’d  “ RENOWN  !’*' 

A fubje^l  now  unfolds  of  meeker  claim  % 

Yet  feeks  the  heart  with  unrehfted  aim  : 

The  faithful  Servant  on  the  feene  appears, 

Imprefs’d,  but  not  overcharg’d,  with  weight  of  years  : 
The  glow  of  health  ftill  blufhes  on  his  cheek, 

As  on  the  winter-fruit  the  ruddy  ftreak : 

His  tearful  eyes  his  Mafter’s  wants  behold, 

And  to  thofe  wants  he  yields  the  hoarded  gold : 
Methinks  he  fays,  ‘‘  With  this  thy  care  afiuage ; 

For  me,  let  Him  be  comfort  to  my  age, 

“ Whofe  tender  providence  the  Raven  feeds, 

“ And  to  the  Sparrow  yields  the  daily  feeds..” 


See  where  the  chifel,  with  victorious  flriie. 
Bias  urg’d  the  torpid  matter  into  life  ! 

Lo ! the  bold  Roman  to  our  view  confign’d, 
His  air  refledive  of  his  haughty  mind ; 


r.',-  ' 


* AS  YOU  LIKE  IT,  Ad  2d,  Scene  3d. 
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Spite  of  the  foldings  of  a mean  difguile. 

His  frame  majeftic  ftrikes  th’  admiring  eyes : 

So  the  tall  veffel,  lhafter’d  by  the  ftorm, 

Retains  her  native  dignity  of  form : 

Behold  him,  at  the  hour  of  confcious  pride, 

And  prompting  worth,  to  confidence  allied. 

What  time  he  utters,  with  commanding  air, 

‘‘  My  name  breathes  terror  on  a Volfcian  ear  1 
This  high,  heroic  talk,  by  Genius  plann’d. 

Avows  th’  imprefiion  of  a female  hand  * : 

Illuftrious  Damer  ! tho’  thy  fplendid  name 
Decks,  like  a firar,  the  pinnacle  of  fame, 

Yet  only  they  who  mark,  with  afpe^l  near,, 

The  humbler  orb  of  thy  domeftic  fphere. 

Can  tell  (from  all  the  rougher  parts  refin’d) 

How  Learning  fits  enamell’d  on  thy  mind  ; 

How  ftill,  thro’  various  life’s  eventful  fcene. 

Thy  friendfhip  wears  th’  unfading  robe  of  green  ! — 


* See  the  BaiTo-Relievo  by  the  Honourable  A N n D amer. — CORIOLANUS,  Act 
4th,  Scene  5th, 

NOR 
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NOR  fhall  each  tafk  unfold  the  folemn  fcene 
Hung  with  the  drap’ry  of  the  Tragic  Queen  : 

With  airy  ftep  Thalia  fhall  advance. 

And  dart  around  her  grief-expelling  glance, 

Group  the  fantaflic  forms  of  Humour’s  court. 

And  bid  the  Pleafures  o’er  the  landfcape  fport. 

Where’er  our  Bard  difplays  his  magic  pow’rs, 

Where’er  he  treads,  arife  fpontaneous  flow’rs, 

MTich  o’er  the  pallet  brighter  tints  fhall  throw. 

While  the  live  pencil  drinks  a richer  glow. 

See  where  the  Birds  forfake  the  realms  of  air 
And  to  yon  melancholy  fpot  repair ; 

Where  prefs  the  bier  thofe  images  of  love. 

The  radiant  Phenix  and  the  faithful  Dove : 

Juft  o’er  the  fummit  of  the  funeral  pyre, 

Wak’d  by  the  gale,  afcends  the  facred  fire. 

There  Philomela  fwells  her  little  throat, 

To  grace  the  requiem  with  her  faddefi;  note  : 

/ 

* See  the  Poems.— “ The  Paffionate  Pilgrim,”  at  the  end. 

There 


There  too  the  pitying  Red- bread  fhall  be  feen, 
And  in  his  bill  a leaf  of  pured  green : 

The  Swallow  diall  his  circling  fport  forego. 

And  join  this  meek  fociety  of  woe  : 

The  joyous  Sky-lark,  by  compafTion  won, 

Shall  check  his  wonted  anthem  to  the  fun, 

And,  fwift-defcending  from  his  radiant  height, 
Devote  his  mudc  to  the  hallow’d  rite. 

E’en  birds  fhall  here  be  feen  of  ampler  form. 
Who  dowly  fail,  and  dare  the  gath’ring  dorm : 
The  Vulture  here  fhall  come,  at  Sorrow’s  call, 
And  the  dark  Raven  fpread  his  hov’ring  pall : 
The  Bird  of  Jove  fhall  from  his  heav’n  defcend, 
And  with  this  train  his  awful  prefence  blend. 

Ye  who,  with  finer  fympathies  impred. 

Avow  th’  immaculate  and  feeling  bread, 

O white-dol’d  Virgins  ! in  long  order  move, 

True  to  the  ritual  of  the  cyprefs  grove ; 

Aiid,  while  your  fouls  v/ith  chade  affedlion  burn. 
With  garlands  deck  the  emblematic  urn. 


Ah  ! now  the  zeal  that  warms  my  throbbing  hear 
For  all  who  honor  the  Poetic  art, 

Ferments  my  bofom  to  this  ftrong  defire, 

That  He  who  led  the  Bard’s  theatric  quire, 

Whom  England  mourns— recording  hill  his  name, 
Who  grappled  to  his  own  his  Shakspeare’s  fame, 
That  He,  by  Sculptor  imag’d,  here  may  Hand, 

In  a£t  to  fpeak  what  his  great  Idol  plann’d* 

Thus  have  we  travers’d  the  extenhve  plain, 
Mark’d  where  the  mine  contains  the  fwelling  vein ; 
Mark’d  where  the  chofen  trees  their  branches  fhoot, 
And  pluck’d  the  leaves  that  veil  the  Golden  Fruit  I 
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